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“voice of the B hive“ 
-By travls higdon- 

So did anyone actually Bother to 
read the B hive last month? It was 
Backwards, so you were supposed to 
go in the Bathroom and use the 
mirror. II you missed the last issue, 
you missed some great Band 
interviews with Big drag and Blast off 
country style, But you can always 
order any Back issue you missed for a 
simple stamp or two. 

Is everybody ready for Christmas 
Break? I am I plan to spend long 
hours in Bed or otherwise sitting 
around the house, staring Blankly at 
the walls or my Brother. My goal is 
just to Become Bored Beyond Belief, 
Because i've Been so Busy this 
semester that i can't remember what 
it's like anymore. 

Christmas is always a great time 
of the year. Boughs of holly, Bags of 
goodies, hanging the little Bells, 
Bows, and colored Balls on the 
Christmas tree Branches, malls filled 
with Battalions of Bargain shoppers 
and their little Brats, all fighting to sit 
on some old Boozer who's dressed up 
as santa to Bring in a few holiday 
liquor Bucks. I love it all. 

I never know what to ask santa 
to Bring me, Besides just the usual: 
more records. I wish he’d Bring me a 


new car, Because although I’m 
generally a pretty good driver, I 
finally had a wieck, and it was a Bad 
one. I've Been looking around for 
another car, and i fell in love with a 
Beautiful Baby Blue 1964 t-Bird that's 
Been almost completely reBuilt and 
restored I was ready to write a check 
right there and drive it away, But i 
found out that i can't Buy it Because i 


can't Insure It without a garage to 
keep it safe What a fuckin' Bummer. 

No car could top the wheels my 
friend chris gave me on my Birthday, 
though. It's a Brightly-colored toy 
wheel Barrow named "Baby Sunshine," 
But i think Baby Sunshine is really the 
kind of Buggy i would want to keep 
safely in a garage and only take It out 
for cruising on Sundays. 





“voice of 
-By 

Colonef Br+in 

***** SPECIAL HIVE BULLETIN ***** 
"Future Hive Leader Uncovered!!!" 



November 19, 1994 — Austin, TX 



At approximately midnight, The 
HIVE's special task force arrived on 
the scene to wreak havoc and fear. 
The place: Delma's “small, intimate" 
gathering way down in the student 
ghetto of Riverside. 

Amazingly, Col. Brain and Lt. 
Travesty were able to find the said 
gathering with the aid of Lt. Travesty's 
unstoppable radar antenna, carefully 
navigating past every other revolting 
aparment party in the area. The scent 
of beer and the demon alcohol quickly 
led us to Delma's abode. 

That's where we found him: The 
HIVE's future uber-wamor, the most 
terrifying instrument of HIVE might 
this side of the Honey Bee Factory. 



His name: Neil, modus operandi: mass 
destruction. 

Famed HIVE member Phillip and 
his trusty cohort Ratzo admittedly 
failed initially to recognize his heinous 
potential. They had met him briefly 
after his band played with the Teen 
Titans Initial impression: obnoxious. 
Even his band was obnoxious as they 
tortured us with their hideous keening. 
Opinion upon first finding him at 
Delma's party: completely obnoxious. 

Opinion after drinking 9 gallons 
of the demon alcohol: The HIVE's last 
line of defense! 

You see, HIVE members had 
failed to recognize the true depth of 



his power. At the party, he single- 
handedly tricked all the cute girls into 
playing spin the bottle, even though 
this might mean kissing the hideous 
leper known only as "Stubble." And 
with the startling come-on of "So, are 
you gonna give me tongue or what?," 
he swept every gill off her feet with a 
dazzling display of oral dexterity. 
There was no stopping his rapacious 
tasting device in its probings and 
rneanderings. 



Conclusion: Next time he is 
spotted, The HIVE will feed him the 
HIVE Juice, and perhaps even the 
feared HIVE Waste, for it is obvious he 
is the chosen one. 

!Viva la HIVE! 

PS.—If you would like to have 
obnoxious drunks at your party, please 
contact the Peek-a-Boo staff, and a 
battalion of HIVE Warriors will be sent 
to wreak their desliuction. Not for the 
weak of stomach 
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Austin's Spoon is Britt (guitar, 
vocals), Andy (bass), and Jim (drums). 
We caught them for a few moments at 
the studio while they were recording. 

Peek-a-Boo: Andy, you used to be in 
Dogzilla. 

Andy: Yeah, it was a band in Boston. 
PAB: And how’d you get hooked up with 
these people here? 

A: Newspaper The Chronicle. 

PAB: And what about you, Jim? 

Jim: I was in the Alien Beats with Brit, so 
we hooked up by a Chronicle ad, too. 
PAB: Brit, you were in Skellington, too, 
then the Alien Beats, and now Spoon. 
Was it your idea to start Spoon? 

Brit: Yeah, the Alien Beats was not a 
real serious type of band. It wasn't really 
the type of music I listen to. The Alien 
Beats was like a country, rockabilly, 
psychedelic, space band...which sounds 
pretty lame. 

PAB: I like the name. 

B: Yeah, the name was the best thing 
about it. 

PAB: Spoon has been together about a 
year. I saw you last year at the KVRX 
Battle of the Bands. 

A: Yeah, that was our first show. 

PAB: Where does the name "Spoon" 
come from? 

B: Nobody could decide on a name, but 
we had to come up with one for the 
Battle of the Bands, and It was the only 
one we all agreed., well, we didn't hate. 
It was the name of Can’s publishing 
company. They had a song called 
"Spoon,’' and all their records were 
"copyright Spoon," and I thought that 
looked kinda cool. 

PAB: How do you write your songs? 

A He writes them, and then we... 

B: We rip them off. I come up with some 
of them, some are more ripped off than 
others. That last one was totally ripped 
off from a band called Spot from 
Chicago. 

J: We all sort of work together once he 
brings us the stuff. 

A We all do our own parts 
B We usually go through a lot of songs 
that we don't end up playing, 'cause I'll 
decide, ”Nah, doesn't sound right." 


PAB: Do you hang out together outside of 
the band? 

A: Not really. Actually, Jim and I have a 
little ritual of going to Trudy's before a 
gig I have a margarita and he has a 
veggie burrito. 

B: And I show up and eat my Vivarln and 
start swiggin’ the beer. 

PAB: Vivarin and beer is a great 
combination. Where do you like to play 
best? 

B: I like playing places like the Blue 
Flamingo and parties. Places where 
everyone 1s standing right In front of 
you. 

A We had a really great show at Emo's. 
J. Andy got to kick a guy off stage and 
everything. 

PAB: You’ve been using the acoustic 
guitar through a distorted amp recently. 
Is that something you do all the time, or 
is your other guitar broken? 

B: Yeah, my electric is fucked up. I like 
what it sounds like a lot, though. 

PAB: Was there a certain musical 
direction you were looking for musically 
on that last album? 

A: Musical direction...yeah, big, loud, and 
stupid. 

PAB: Can we get all the dirt on your 
bandmates? 

A: We don't have any dirt. 

PAB: This is your opportunity to make up 
a lot of stuff, so maybe yall should brag 
about yall's genital prowlness. 

B: That’s a good question. "So maybe 
yall should brag about yall's genital 
proweress," is that what you said? And 
my response, "That’s a good idea, Mr. 
Plan II " 



Phillip: Are you making fun of my 
vocabulary? 

B: No, really. I'm not. 

Travis: He gets mad when I go back 
through the interviews and change all the 
"yalls" to "yous." 

B: I wrote a song about how Rebecca 
from Sincola gives me a boner. 

PAB: You and a whole army. 

B: Who else wrote a song about her? 
PAB: No, she gives hard-ons to a whole 
lot of people. 

B: But no one else wrote a song about 
it. 

A: I thought you changed the lyrics. 

B: I did change the lyrics. 

PAB. Did she get mad at you? 

B No, she didn't get mad at me, but she 
did come up to me last weekend and 
say, "I heard you wrote a song about 
me." 


PAB: What were the old lyrics? 

B No. I don't wanna say that on the 
record. It was mean, that’s why I 
changed the lyrics, and to tell you the 
truth, I like Rebecca a lot, and I like her 
band a lot. 

A: I don't know any of the lyrics to any 
of our songs. 

B: Like that song we sing together, 
"Don't Buy a Realistic." 

PAB: This Is a Realistic (referring to the 
microcassette recorder). 

B: You shouldn’t have bought It. 

PAB: Why not? 

B: ’Cause Radio Shack sucks. That's what 
I do want to talk about. Ask me about 
Radio Shack. 

J: What’s the commission thing, don’t 
they have a real cheesy commission 
thing there? 

B: Basically, they guarantee that you’ll 
be making minimum wage. 

J: How come every time I walk into 
Radio Shack and want to buy like a plug, 

I come out with like $50 worth of stuff? 
B: ‘Cause you’re weak-minded. That's 
their whole deal. Radio Shack doesn't 
even give you a warranty. You have to 
buy your fucking warranty. 

PAB: Did you work at Radio Shack? 

B: I did work at Radio Shack, for four 
sad, sad days right after I graduated. 

J: (laughs) Four days! 

PAB: Where do you work, Jim?. 

J: I do top secret chip design. 

PAB: Oh, you're an electrical engineer? 

J: Yeah. 

PAB: Do your electrical engineering 
cohorts think it’s weird that you're in a 
band? 

J: No. they think it’s cool. Some of my 
coworkers go to my shows. 

PAB: How did you become interested In 
this kind of music? In college or... 

J: Yeah, I listened to some alternative 
rock in college, but then |ust living in 
Austin, you know, the scene is so big 
and everything. I actually listen to jazz, 
too. I'm in an 18-plece jazz band now. 
PAB: What type of bands do you like to 
play with? Austin definitely has a huge 
garage scene. 

B: Yeah, it does. I like playing with 
garage bands. Garage bands and their 
crowds know how to drink and have a 
good time, and that's what I like to do 
when I go out. You know those guys who 
started slam-dancing at our show at 
Emo’s? I told them they’d get 10% of the 
door whenever they started that shit at 
any of our shows. 

PAB: It really makes a difference. 

A: Right, ’cause if one or two people get 
up and dance, others will follow. 

PAB: Anything else you want to say 
before we press stop? 

B: Ummm... 

PAB: What about the sunglasses? 

B: Well, originally I got the idea because 
I was in a club where the Duckhllls were 
playing back in their peak around '92. 
and the singer was wearing sunglasses on 
stage and he looked pretty cool So I 
thought that if he could wear sunglasses 
and look cool, then I could, too 












Editor's Note The identity of the author 
of this article is to remain secret to 
protect his or her precarious undercover 
position in the underground gang scene. 

—dateline: November— 


In the last couple of months 
Austin has witnessed an alarming rise in 
the number of underground youth gangs. 
These secret societies and so called 
"social clubs’* (or, more appropriately, 
anf/~eocial clubs) have sprung up out 
every nook and cranny of Austin's 
vibrant and violent "youth culture." Only 
a fraction of these gangs have come to 
the attention of the Austin Police. And 
although Interpol and the FBI know of a 
few others, there are actually 
of these "mayhem for kicks" 
operating unbeknownest to the 
authorities. 

Lt. O'Rielly, gang specialist for 
the Austin Police Department, has stated 
that, "The ordinary Joe has little to fear. 
These hooligans usually expend their 
energy against each other in petty 
battles for 'turf.'" As expected! The 
Police would understandably want to 
avoid the panic that would ensue if the 
general public knew the exact gravity of 
the situation. 

This reporter has spent many a 
depraved hour infiltrating the Austin gang 
"scene," and has a very different story 
to tell. 

These new breeds of gangs are 
not the violent but simple minded thugs 
of yesteryear (Although many a citizen 
walking the streets may take comfort in 
the image of quaint little scamps like Al 
Capone or Jimmy "The Marrow Sucker" 
Calapuchi.) These new gangs have 
ambitious political agendas much more 
complex and threatening than merely 
ripping off a liquor store for enough 
pocket change to buy a vial of crack and 
see a movie. 

These gangs work their terror in 
order to reorder society, not just to 
merely disrupt or subvert it. 

In my Infiltration of Austin’s 
seemly underground I have uncovered 
the existence of at least 13 of these 
nefarious organizations. I have a 
compiled a list them in hopes of exposing 
these no-good-niks as the monsters they 
are. Knowledge is Power! 

A note to any youngsters who may be 
reading: Gangs and the dangerous 

"mayhem for kicks" lifestyles they lead 


on the Rise 


are not as glamorous as much of the 
media and popular culture would have 
you believe. Gangs draw their unwitting 
initiates into a vortex of depravity and 
dispair. Few " gangsters" live to see the 
ripe old age of 24. Even fewer die in 
circumstance that are not demeaning and 
revolting. Many a gang member has even 
taken their own life in disgust after 
realizing the horror of the evil they have 
committed in search of a "good time." 
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The HIVE: Only at the cost of the souls 
of many Peek-a-Boo reporters do we 
know as much as we do about this 
mysterious Austin gang. The HIVE is 
divided into many different "cells" each 
autonomous and ignorant of each others 
existence. An entity known as "The 
Queen” controls each of these cells by 
means of her go between the bizarre 
"Colonel Brain." Each HIVE cell is led by 
a HIVE leader, and consists of HIVE 
Warriors, Agents and Drones. The HIVE 
calls its initiates "Larvae." A larvae can 
only become a full HIVE member by 
drinking of the "HIVE Juice” or the 
dreaded "HIVE Waste" thus become "one 
with the HIVE" and "serve The Queen." 

The HIVE has spread its evil 
Influence far and wide, indeed members 
of other Austin gangs may also be 
members of The HIVE. From what we 
have gleaned, The HIVE constantly 
prepares for the day in which they will 
"Swarm.” Rue that day. 
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Who are the jouhg people in gangs? 

The T-BIrds: A recently formed group of 
seven that fortify themselves with 
"Fortified Wines," particularly "T-Bird" 
from which they get their name. 
American made cars from the 1970's and 
"rap" music facinate them. Because of 
they are so new their goals are hard to 
guess. An enigma to observers, they 
have muscle on their side. This is their 
"gang sign:" 


The Bad Street Boyz: are a throwback 
to the old days of "turf" oriented gangs. 
They control an area of town known as 
Bad Street, and all unfortunate residents 
of this area must pay them a pittance for 
"protection" or "feel their wrath." Hell’s 
Angels have been known to drive up to 
18 miles out their way to avoid a run in 
with the Bad Street. 

Although fearsome, Bad Street is 
not necessarily aggressive. Says one 
anonymous member, "Dude, I’m not out 
to hurt anyone. I’m just looking out for 
my homies." Bad Street has marked their 
turf with the symbol the mighty "pink 

The East-West Bombers: Not much is 
known about this Copperas Cove based 
gang which operates all over Southwest 
and Central Texas. But they have at least 
33 members with average age of a little 
bit over 16, and they boast ownership of 
"every air hockey table in town." They 
keep their identities secret by the use of 
“code names.” Their leader goes by the 
moniker "Warlord.” 

The East-West Bombers have a 
suspected connection to the rock band 
"Carbomb." 








I he Key Club Austin's "secret elite." 
they meet in a clandestine location 
under the noses of the general populous 
in order to "socialize" and to plot “World 
Domination." 


Wallabee Gang from the files of a secret informant 


The Good Lane Hoes: A relatively' 
gang, the Hoes exist merely to be a 
thorn in the side of Bad Street No major 
threat I think Bad Street tends to just 
"blow them off." 

S.W.A.N.K.: What do the initials mean? 
Only God knows Or perhaps the devil 
knows too. for it Is without a doubt that 
this organization has forged an alliance 
with that Dark Lord. They are Evil 
incarnete. They are led by the Infamous 
"Robin N. Steelin" and "Kate Astrophe," 
assisted by the vile "Gigi SABAtoge." 

The U.T. Big Pervert Bad Guy Club: A 
university sponsored gang asembled to 
promote Evil in the form of sexual 
perversions both illegal and repulsive to 
all but the basest, most deviant slime to 
walk the earth Rumor has it that even 
Jeffery Dahmer turned down a invitation 
to join. 

The Avenue Bee Bicycle Club: These new 
breed of gangs forsake the motorcycles 
popularized by such gangs as the "Hell’s 
Angels" In favor of human powered 
transporatatlon. The "Avenue Bees," as 
they are called on the "streets," are one 
of these gangs. Little else is known about 
them. 
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Classified intelligence Date on Me 
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undercover agents are still very much in the dark, on the 
elusive wallabie Gang. It seems that the wallabie Gang operates quite 
differently than the brash, or should I say rash, elements of the tightly 
knit Bad Street Boys, while Bad Street is infamous for its public acts of 
terrorism and subsequent media manipulation, the Wallabie Gang appears to 
subscribe to a different constitution of methodology altogether. For one, 
the Wallabies appear to be a very loosely knit organization, with 
membership easily resurfacing in other secret societies and tactical stike 
squads. It seems that the wallabie Gang is not so much an exclusive domain 
for the individual as say a particular religion would be, but instead it is 
more precisely resembling a magazine subscription in which many could be 
had, but none would provide the exact benefits that a subscription to the 
first would grant. Under this masonic ethos they look to be thriving. 

They have infected virtually every double - secret organization in Austin and 
the Hill Country region with deep cover seeds rumoured as far away as New 
York state. While the question of their ultimate allegiance is still 
unclear at this time. MB Central Intelligence upper brass is under the 
firm conviction that such an organization as the Wallabie Gang poses a 
great threat to futureMM m» operations and further investigation and action 
is approved. More intelligence on Wallabie Gang activities will be made 
available to you immediately upon acquisition and analyzation. End. 


The Wild Mustangs An motorcycle type 
gang, only the shun all but one speed 
vintage cruiser bicycles. "Gears are for 
Queers" Is they're motto. The word on 
the streets Is they make "Gay Pornos." 

Loe Verdes: They're name literally means 
"The Greens." This gang from Temple, 
Texas ha9 reassembled In Austin. They 
are pro-communist, and are known by 
the green hankerchiefs they wear In their 
left pockets. 


The B.M.X. Hardcore Deth Gang: Contrary 
to their fearsome name, this club sweetly 
and innocently promotes nothing more 
than bicycling and law-abiding fun. They 
welcome any and all who wish to join. 
(This gang has a loose affiliation with the 
Teen Titans rock band.) 

• If you have any Information about 
these gangs or ones that we do not know 
about please inform Peek-a-Boo at the 
address given on the Inside cover or by 
"e-mail." 
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Wuss-Beat! 

R°ck*N*Roll- Review^ 


Jessamine 

Your head is so small... 7" 

(Sub Pop) 

I was first inrtrigued by this record's 
unique and elaborate packaging. It comes 
in a folded cardboard cover with an 
illustration of some old electronic audio 
gizmo, and the whole thing is held shut 
by a bolt right through the center of the 
record You have to unscrew it to get 
inside, but once you do, you're treated 
with four two-sided, color screened 
cardboard Inserts which assemble 
together into a puzzle. It makes for a 
very elegant and appealing purchase, 
whether you like the music or not Side 
A, "Your head is so small it’s like a tiny 
little light," sounds like Syd Barrett’s 
childlike insane lyrics mixed with the 
music of avant Velvet Underground and 
early Pink Floyd. Side B, "Soon the world 
of fashion will take interest in these 
precedings," is a long piece very 
reminiscent of early experimental Pink 
Floyd, in which a loungey, trance-like 
organ carries a vague tune while semi¬ 
ambient noises and spacey sound effects 
come and go as they please. This Is 
shroom music, without a doubt. 

-Travis 


Oblivions 
Static Party 7" 

(In the Red Records) 

The Oblivions have 2 sychltzo 
personalities; sometimes they're good 
muscians and the rest of time they sound 
like a bunch of teenage gimps, high on 
Scotch Guard and dressed like the Fonz, 
who have somehow gotten ahold of 
guitars. Actually, they always sound like 
teenage gimps, but at times they're less 
high so they can play their instruments 
better. The personalities that played on 
their Sympathy for the Record Industry 
10" are the competent ones. I bet the 
only thing the guys on these 7"s know 
about chords is where to plug them In. 
To be blunt, it rocks. It's got it all: 
chunky guitars, primal stand up 
drumming, no bass, and great songs like 
"And Then I Fucked Her," and "Love 
Killed My Brain." These guys probably 
never take their leather jackets off, even 
to sleep or take a shower. They probalby 
don't sleep or shower either, unless they 
pass out or they're "getting down" with a 
groupie in her mom's bathroom. 

-Phillip 


Air Miami 
Airplane Rider 7" 

(Teen Beat) 

Air Miami basically sounds almost exactly 
like late Unrest, except with 2 guitars 
and a more minimalist, "new wave- 
esque" drummer. Side one is upbeat and 
catchy, but side two just bites. Briget 
just whines about she has no "reason to 
get out of bed today." If you're just 
going to wake up to sing songs like this, 
please, sleep as late as you want 

-Phillip 





Contalne 
I Want It All cd 
(Enchante Records NYC) 

Contalne Is Fontaine from Versus and 
Connie from Alkaline, and I Want It All is 
their debut 8-song cd. This means I can 
stop playing my Versus record 24/7 just 
in time for the schitzo-month of 
December. These girls have spooky 
beautiful voices, and when I'm not 
actually listening to them, I'm 
remembering their bass lines. Sometimes 
it sounds like Unrest when Bridget sings. 
Girls! If you have a fucked-up 
relationship with your mom, be sure to 
take this one home with you for the 
holidays! It reminds you that you can 
rock standing up OR laying face-down in 
front of the speakers of the family 
home-entertainment center, and it will 
somehow make things better. 

-Sarah 


The Nipple 5 
debut 7" 

(self-released) 

Each record cover has a snapshot of 
different scenes around Austin (mine has 
some obscure Food Mart on It), and the 
7" comes with a homemade comic book 
which Is intentionally really stupid and 
glamorously depicts the band 
masquerading as Christian Rockers and 
fooling the Rock Industry. The music is 
kind of a mock glam-metal thing with 
lots of glam-style singing and noodllng 
around on the guitar. I think it's tounge- 
in-cheek, but the problem is you have to 
like metal to enjoy the joke, and I really 
don't like metal. Check it out and decide 
for yourself. 

-Travis 

Sons of Hercules 
Tight Fit 7" 

(Unclean) 

The Son’s best recording yet in my 
opinion. Tight, powereful Rawk. I could 
almost swear I've heard "Once I Was" on 
the San Antonio college radio when I was 
In high school. Is this a cover song? 
Regardless, this rocks, a great 
introduction to a new listener. See them 
live. (Don't be ripped off by any one who 
trys to sell you this on green vinyl for 
more than $3. The music is the same ) 

-Phillip 

The Hormones 
Sell Out Young 7" 

(Unclean) 

'71 style punk rock complete with 
buzzsaw guitars that aren't loud enough 
and vocals that are too loud. At first I 
really hated this, but now I kind of like 
it, esepecially "Sell Out Young " "You 
Can't Win" sort of sucks though. What 
really ruins this record for me, though, 
are the insipid and cliche standard issue 
"nihilistic-anti-industry-punk rock" 

lyrics. Tim Stegal is a professional rock 
critic. He would Impress me more if he 
would be a little less didactic and more 
creative than "Bite down, suck the last 
bit of my soul, So I can rule the kingdom 
of rock n' roll." Is this about Elvis? Don't 
do It Tim, keep your indie cred! Don't 
sell out to The MAN who I'm sure is 
beating down your door with a record 
deal. All in all, I wouldn’t spend money 
on this, but I don't mind listening to it. 

-Phillip 




























Carbomb 

Young Heart Attack 7" ep 
(Buddy System Records) 

This is fuckin' cool. Hard, fast, melodic 
psycho-punk in the same vein as the 
Pee-Chees, Huggy Bear, or Nation of 

Ulysses. They give you yr money's worth 
with 6 songs at 33&1/3 rpm (always a 
plus in my book), and all 6 songs rock. 
The songs have great drumming, great 
melodies, lots of that whiney, grating 
punk-rock feedback, and heaps of 

psychotic screaming, not in an annoying 
agressive way, but in an angsty, angry 
adolescent way that comes across as 

cool rather than cheesy. The samples of 
jazzy swing music between songs 
juxtapose beautifully with the loud, 

intense punk music. The cover art is 
nice, too. 

-Travis 

Audrey 

The Video Games EP cassette. 

(Bottlecap Records) 

The ultimate In lo-fi DIY, home- 
recorded, dubbed on their cassette deck 
each with a hand made cover. More 
bands and musical-type people in 
general should do stuff like this and send 
it to Peek-a-Boo to review, because I at 
least love the non-Rock Starness that 
usually accompanies such recordings. 
The music is avant slop pop, lazy 
meandering, disjointed, but still catchy in 
that Sebadoh-Silver Jews-Unrest school 
of home recordings This band is from 
Fort Worth, and they have plans to 
expand thier record label to help out the 
near non-existent ’’bedroom pop” (as 
opposed to garage rock) scene in Texas. 
A Bottlecap Complilation CD is currently 
in the works, so watch out Austin! 

-Phillip 

Smugglers 

In the Hall of Fame.playing their 

"All-Time Great Golds" 

(PopLIama Products) 

If you like your retro-rock silly and fun, 
then the Smugglers are for you! With 
titles like "Your Mom's The Devil" and 
"Alan Thicke,” you know that you're in 
for something goofy. But, it surprised me 
how much this ROCKS at the same time! 
Also, with twenty songs. It’s actually a 
worthy CD purchase. Get this hip-shakin' 
record and other goodies from Mint 
Records, which also carries CUB! and 
other cool Canadian bands (Mint 
Records, #699-810 West Broadway, 
Vancouver, BC V5Z 4C9, CANADA). 

-Dean 


WEXCMNCE'Jritk! 


I don't think I can name only one 
favorite band of mine, but I guess 
Barbara Manning would qualify as my 
idol I like everything she's done, with 
bands or solo. She's just cool. 

-Lauren Robertson 


Juned 
Juned cd 
(Up Records) 

I had high hopes for this album after 
hearing their "So White" single, which 
has a really cool noisy guitar part. 
Unfortunately, that turned out to be the 
strongest song on the album. The other 
songs are too normal and all just sound 
sort of the same. This all-girl band has 
that Breeders-esque MTV "alternative" 
rock sound, but their songs just aren’t as 
catchy or rocking, and the singer’s voice 
gets on my nerves with all her wailing 
and droning. Again, "So White" is an 
awesome song which shows that the 
band has potential, if they would just do 
more weird songs like that and stay away 
from those generic MTV songs which 
plague this album. 

-Travis 

These girls sound like they like to drink 
tea and write "sensitive observation" 
crap in their "journals." It sucks. 

-Phillip 



Team Dresch 
Molasses in January 7" 

(Kill Rock Stars) 

Soon we'll be blessed by a full-length 
album, Personal Best (out In Jan. on 
Chainsaw/Candyass), but for now, this 7" 
from the Portland. OR lesbionic dream 
team will have to do. A lot of "queer 
punk" sucks, but these ladies rule. This 
was recorded live. One side has two fast 
songs of 100% hook, and the other side 
Is a loud-soft-loud song which features 
the lyrics: "You super-butch punk-ass 
motherfucker, lay down between my 
legs," which makes me personally get 
goose-bumpy and is reason enough to 
find this record and play it ten-thousand 
times in a row. If girls who rock excite 
you In all the many ways they can, get 
ready for some F-U-N. (Former bands of 
Team Dresch members: Hazel, Dlno Jr., 
Calamity Jane, Screaming Trees, 
Adickdld) 

-Sarah 


Blind Willie’s Johnson 

Oops! 7” 

(Unclean) 

Blind Willie's Johnson plays raw¬ 
sounding, rootsy blues-punk with 
harmonica. They're not smothered in 
distortion like Jack O'Fire, but it's good 
that they have their own sound, and they 
also write original songs It's hard to go 
wrong with straight-up blues-rock, and 
BWJ goes right, to be sure. This record 
rocks in a timeless, workin' man's sense 
of the word "rock". I dig It. 

-Travis 

Thee Headcoatees 

Ballad of the Insolent Pup Ip 

(Vinyl Japan Records) 

This new full length record serves up 14 
more girl-powered garage hits, all 
written by Billy Childish. The songs sound 
less poppy and goofy than earlier 
Headcoatees songs, and are more mean 
and rockin', with lots more fuzz and 
distortion. Their last Ip Girlsville is to 
Please Please Me, where Ballad of the 
Insolent Pup is to Revolver. This is great 
"bad girl" garage rock. 

-Travis 

Makers, Impala, Oblivians 
Antenna Club. Memphis, Tennessee 
Saturday, November 26 
Col. Brain here bringing you the exciting 
low-down on the Memphis scene. Okay, 
so one show does not a comprehensive 
report make, but boy did I have fun 
shaking my boodie at the Antenna Club 
on the Saturday after Thanksgiving. I 
sure was P.O.ed when I found out the 
Oblivians were playing at Emo's on 
Thanksgiving just as I was going home to 
their hometown. But then, lo did the 
rock gods shine upon me, bringing the 
Oblivians back to Memphis on Saturday 
along with the death-defying Makers and 
local faves Impala! The Oblivians were 
really the highlight of the show: they 
totally kicked ass and were masters of 
raw R&R power with two guitars, no 
bass, and only snare, tom, and cymbals. 
They were really sloppy and energetic: I 
was hooked. Listening to the Oblivians 
had me guzzling $1 Schaefers and 
boogyln’ down. Later on I talked to Eric 
Oblivlan about their Austin show: they 
liked the Inhalants and were even lucky 
enough to get harassed by Johnny 
Motard! Impala was next up with their 
scary instrumental surf music. They had 
guitar, bass, drums, and saxophone and 
were really good even though I can never 
get into instrumental bands. The rain 
pouring down outside went well with their 
spooky music. The Makers were last I 
have to admit I was a little tired at this 
point after my umpteenth Schaefer. 
They had Blues Brothers rock attire going 
for their garage sound and bounced 
around all over the place. I liked the 
singer a lot because he was kind of 
weasely, insane, and twerpy-looktng. 
Ahh, a good evening Indeed... 


-Gavin 
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Lillie Furry Things. Powersquid 
Blue Flamingo 
Wednesday, November 9 
Powersquid was a trio that played fast, 
intense, jam-oriented punk with really 
long songs They need some practice, but 
the guitarist had some great moves, like 
playing his guitar on his back and behind 
his head Furry Things are a new Austin 
media hype like 16 Deluxe, because they 
got signed onto Trance Records before 
ever even playing a show. They're a 
really cute band of trendy indie-rock 
kids, and they do loud, noisy, detuned 
shoegazing music through a wall of amp 
noises My favorite songs were the 
upbeat ones, which sound a lot like early 
My Bloody Valentine, but they also have 
some longer, droning songs which usually 
serve as a showcase for the guitarist to 
make weird noises with his pedals I like 
them a lot. but they play really loud, so 
take earplugs if you go to their shows. 

-Travis 



Smugglers, Cryin' Out Louds 

Emo's 

Tuesday, November 22 
A great weekday show for Emo's; I found 
myself having a good time in spite of the 
atmosphere (am I the only one who burns 
my clothes after shows?). Cryin' Out 
Louds rocked as usual, and Tim was a 
man possessed on "Jack the Ripper!" 
After performing that feat of Evel 
Knievel-esque guitar rampage, he got up 
off the floor and politely recommended 
that the crowd stay for the Smugglers. 
What a guy! Anyway, Tim was right, 
because the Smugglers performed a 
rockin' show for the people who stuck 
around Hailing from the great northern 
mass of Canada, these clean-cut guys in 
suits blew me away! I’ve yet to see a 
hfties-lnfluenced rock band do It better 
than them! Instead of punk posturing and 
sloppiness, these humorous chaps opted 
for goofy choreographed moves, good 
backup singing, and all-out fun! If they 
come down here again, go polish those 
blue-suece shoes and get ready to bogey 
all night' 
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Sons of Hercules, Dropouts, Satans 

Big Time, San Antonio 

Saturday, November 26 
I may be in a huge minority here, but I 
really didn’t like the Satans the first 
several times I saw them. A lot of bands 
around town do this garage rock stuff 
better and without all that annoying Rock 
Star attitude (although they seem to 
have toned it down considerably). At first 
I thought their songs, although short and 
energetic, were mediocre and generic, 
but now I think they're pretty good. The 
Dropouts are a lot of fun, they look like 
the Cavern era Beatles and sound like 
them, too, with their punk-injected R&B 
sixities rock. The singer is a super live 
wire and has a great stage presense. 
They ruled Big Time this night, as 
everybody who's anybody shook their 
hips to them. Go see them first chance 
you get! Believe or not, the Sons of 
Hercules are the archetypal "prophets 
hated In their homeland." When they took 
the stage, the whole place emptied of 
people One San Antonio scenester told 
me that they’ve been playing the same 
songs for so many years that everyone in 
SA is sick of them. Go figure. They 
played a rockin' set regardless, but this 
Incident made us reflect. Is it not that 
the audience, not the band, make a show 
tun? If the audience gets Into It, the 
show will rock and be a blast; If not, it 
can be a drag no matter who’s playing. 
One more observation by Dummy Dean 
Hendrix: Anytime you see a show in SA 
there will always be at least 2 girls in 
tight black outfits dancing in front of the 
band. It's true! Go see any band there 
and you'll see 



Motards. Inhalants, Tall Boy 

Electric Lounge 

Wednsday December 2 
Tall Boy is the ugliest band in Austin 
They are easily the ugliest band I've ever 
seen. They may even be the ugliest band 
in the world, uglier even then Motorhead. 
If it were not for their drummer who is 
actually cute I would say that she's 
holding these guys back, but she isn’t 
She hits those drums HARD' They play 
standard macho punk rock, a little less 
catchy then the other bands on the bill 
Check them out. they're ugliness has to 
be seen to be believed, and they're 
pretty good at what they do The 
Inhalants rocked, nothing new about that 
But they also charm. If you haven't seen 
them yet you're realy missing out The 
Electric Lounge saw a kinder, gentler, 
Motards tonight John, the singer, only 
spit beer once, and did’t break anything 
or throw any glass They played real well 
too, to my ears I love their extremely 
9 hort songs and Paul's shitty Peavy solid 
state amp sound While everyone else is 
looking for crappy vintage amps, he 
exploits crappy generic amps. I bet he 
could replace his amp for the price of a 
tube for a good amp, which may explain 
why he abuses his equipment with such 
gleeful abandon. 

-Phillip 
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Veronica 
Forray's Cafe 
Sunday, December 4 

This new all-girl trio is still in their early 
stages, but they delivered quite a show 
to the crowd at Forray's They play 
clean, pretty pop songs sort of in the 
style of Tiger Trap or the Raincoats, and 
even threw a Joan Jett cover in their set. 
They're still a little rough around the 
edges, but that only enhanced the charm 
and spirit of three girls who are obviously 
fans of indie pop music and just want to 
make some of their own. It's so much 
more fun to see a band that smiles a lot 
and even cracks up at their mistakes 
than kids who get up on stage and 
suddenly cop these Rock Star attitudes 
Keep an eye out for flyers for Veronica s 
next show 


-Dean 


-Phillip 


-Travis 












Once again, the Kegfly has been 
buzzing about town in search of a good 
buzz. Here's his report... 


Friday, November 11 
38th & Cherrywood— Cool party, 

friendly people, beer. The shed out back 
would be great for bands. We had to 
leave, because The Queen summoned us 
to The HIVE. 

2513B San Gabriel— The HIVE'S little 
dance party with brightly-colored gin & 
tonics. Intoxication factor: high. I suspect 
The Queen would have been pleased. 

Saturday, November 12 
21st St. Coop —Lameosaurus Rex. Lame 
bands, no beer, and not a soul I 
recognised other than the MTM gals, who 
we rescued from certain doom in that 
Void of Lameness The cute ’Winona 
Ryder" girl was there, too, but she was 
lost to the Void before I ever had a 
chance to meet her. 

Aaron's house— Plenty of cops, but no 
beer. We split. 


Saturday, November 19 
508 Brentwood —Even better than their 
last fiesta! Raucus entertainment by The 
Motards, Cryin' Out Louds, Satans, and 
Sons of Hercules, until the cops showed 
up to spoil the fun. I hope these happen 
more often, but without all the cops. 

Lakeshore Apts. #28? —After inhuman 
quantities of beer and jello shots, this 
smallish party degenerated into a bizarre 
marathon game of "Spin the Bottle." 
Phillip, Chris, and Neil got some great 
macking action, but the true hero that 
night was Gavin "Stubble" Scott (see 
“voice of The HIVE." p.1, for details). 

Friday, December 2 
30th & West —There was a severe cutie 
deficit due to a girkboy ratio of about 
1:9, but I had a blast anyway ’cause I 
was obliterated. Eventually my trusty 
companion Chris and I grew restless and 
stumbled off into the night in search of 
untold adventure. 

32nd & Tom Green —A hoax! There was 
no party here! We've been fooled! 


Saturday, December 3 
4814 Avenue G —This party had it all: 
beer, food, friendly people, a dance 
contest, and loads of cuties. I was 
especially impressed by the couple of 
drunk entrepreneurs selling "Dollar 
tallboys" at the end of the kegline. 


Wednesday, December 7 
39th A Avenue B —I had a little party 
of my own and invited 6 of my twist-top 
friends. Stress is the second best reason 
for drinking next to boredom and 
depression, which are tied for first. 

Saturday, December 10 
43rd & Avenue A —As I feared, many 
innocent young souls were trapped inside 
this tiny apartment being taunted by the 
Demon Alcohol. It’s a damn good thing I 
was there to rescue them all by 
courageously taking the brunt of the 
inebriation. All in a day’s work. 

704A E. 49th —Home of The Famous 
John Webb. If it's not the "Thunderbird" 
apple wine or "Piping Rock" green- 
colored gin, it's not good enough for The 
Famous John Webb and his posse. Those 





















(intercepted fr om the Intern et^ 

•Special Hive Memo******************. . .’" 

Dear Agent Gavin (as well as the mysterious entities which speak through 
you: Colonel Brain and Ratzo), 

. the Hive may have been infiltrated by a 

It has come to my * t,: ®^ n a ^K e -wallabie Gang." we should not let this 
strange organization known as t will be very pleased for the 

bother us in the least. Indeed t Q HIve ev0n farther . Remember: 

opurtunity has presented ibse J* J* 0 ? b the curre nt neccessity to be so. 

The Hive is a secret organization only by a ^ e ft ^ r ^ with the Hive," so 
Our true mission is to spread the hi « serving the Queen. As Hive 

that all may have the pre3 ently can not understand the Hive much 

| operatives in this world wb . y prepare G ur world, if increment by 

5-1. for that glorious day 
when - yes - All shall be one with the Hive. 

s =r~r a?«r--rar.- 

loving embrace, making them "WallaBEES, no. 

The Queen^a res'llitt?e^for*their*1ittie Hves -d'U? 1 1 e^nds^ ShHares 
only°that they JOIN THE HIVE. I trust that you understand. 

miscreants who would lead him away nerhaDS future Hive leader 

^ie^=tr^h rqj : ssr -«.« m - 

Chosen One fall into the hands of the infidels! 

Looking forward to sharing the sweet nectar of the J.T.S. Brown Hive Toxin 
I with my beloved Hive brethren again soon. 

;actU 9 Hlve N Leader until the full initiation of KIEL BUSH.) 
**************************Memorize and Then Destroy***********’*** 


. T0P SECRET ME *° TO COLONEL BRAIN. 
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this “Hlve^e^ciub" h” Inaomnla shift Manager"^^^ Nguyen and 
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the desk of John Webb 


From 


American culture has gone sci-fi crazy, 
has been flooded with images depicting aliens 
bloodthirsty, misanthropes with nothing on the 
except performing sadistic experiments on help 
westerners. This is completely untrue. These 
perpetuated by the media to keep the common ci 
to the sky in fright when the real terror is c 
us. That’s right, the real aliens are here, p 
ingenious subversions of humanity, completely 
the watchful eye of the American citizen. 

They are everywhere. They don’t however 
take over brains, or rape babies 


Popular culture 


, eat people, 

They penetrate the hearts 
and minds of every person in brilliantly subtle ways. It is 
the aliens that do the things that make you crazy. They put 
buggers under desks, they lock their bikes so you can't get 
yours out, they try to pay at 7-eleven with a hundred dollar 
bill, they sit across from you in the library when you are 
the only person there and take their shoes off ! These are 
the aliens, my friends. The aliens haggle with the checker 
at HEB, they try to go through the express line with five 
hundred items and pay with a credit card, they like Newt 
Gingrich, they bring babies to movies, they drive 25 in a 
zone, and they do all this to make you crazy ! Just think 
of it, they make you crazy, then you get stressed out, then 
you get drunk, then you smoke, then you get a brain tumor and 
die. Genius, really it is. 

They must be stopped. A concerted effort must be made 
to rid us of these agents of human misery. The best way I've 
found to confirm your suspicions that someone is a non human 
is a square punch to the throat. Any wholesome red-blooded 
American wouldn’t take something like that lying down, 
they’d knock your block off. If this is the case explain the 
situation and buy them a beer, not only will you make a 
friend, but gain an ally in the fight against these hell- 
spawned beasts.- If they flail around squealing like a junior 
high cheerleader you've got them dead to rights. Now is the 
^ nnnn Ho nr^rp. I usuallv carry a small side arm 







Nothing captured the spirit of 
self-centered teen angst better than 
New Wave music, so continuing in the 
Peek-a-Boo tradition of self-sacrifice 
for public amusement, I boldly offer 
"The New Wave Years ." 

Duran Duran 

My babysitter played them for me at 
an early age, and I was into them up 
through middle school. I even had the 
View to a Kill soundtrack. I never 
really was “one of the guys" in middle 
school. 

Frankie Goes To Hollywood 
"Relax” was a big joke because it was 
played on the radio and was really 
just about homosexual sex. I liked 
them, but I hated those "Frankie Say" 
t-shirts. 

New Order 

I know Joy Division was supposed to 
be cooler, but I really liked New 
Order's poppy, clean, resonant guitar 
sound and slightly morbid songs. I 


have fond memories of all those high 
school cover bands doing "Bizarre 
Love Triangle" and "True Faith" in the 
talent shows. 

Pet Shop Boys 

They were kind of suave and cynical. 
They made a cute couple, and I liked 
their catchy disco tunes. 

The Cure 

I loved those fast, catchy early Cure 
songs, but I got into them about the 
time their songs started getting really 
long and depressing. Robert Smith 
taught me everything a kid needed to 
know about getting into dysfunctional 
relationships in high school. 

Erasure 

They were known for their more 
uppity hits, although they did their 
share of moping as well. 

Soft Cell 

They had that hit "Tainted Love." but 
all their other songs were about seedy 
films, bondage, and weird sex I didn't 
know if they were really that sleazy or 
if they were just joking. Surely they 
had to be... "Sex Dwarf"? 

Depeche Mode 

Aka "Depress Mode." I liked some of 
their stuff okay, but I never really got 
into them 


The Communards/Branski Beat 

The ultimate gay pride Eurorockers, 
singing disco and old showtime covers 
in a blazing falsetto. My high school 
girlfriend's favorite bands; she got 
me into them. Their message seemed 
to be: if you feel lonely or outcast, 
you’re probably gay. Even I started to 
wonder... 

The Smiths 

What "alternative" angsty adolescent 
never loved the Smiths? A perfect mix 
of self-pity, self-righteousness, wit, 
and sarcasm, with catchy tunes I 
have all their albums, but I think 
Morrissey should have killed himself 
after "Viva Hate" instead of lingering 
around like he has 
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advice 



naked, then took pictures and printed 
them a homespun little ''zine" which was 
distributed to the genet a! public. I feel so 
violated and ashamed. Now I can never 
run for public office. My mother will be 
so disappointed in me. 

-X. Posed 

Dear X, 

Ah, yes, I see my missionaries have 
been doing a good job at spreading my 
demon seed. But don't you worry. They’ll 
get theirs when they get down here, 
where it’s always a little warmer. Trust 


still drunk from last night What should I 
do? 

-Phillip 

Dear Phillip, 

This would be just a perfect 
opportunity to try out that wonderful 
"vodka gimlet" that Gavin is always 
talking about. It's four parts vodka, one 
part vermouth. You might throw in a few 
tequila shots for good measure Good 
luck on your paper; you'll do fine. Trust 
me. 

-The Devil 


Dear Keeper of my Soul, 

Since submitting my soul to you in 
exchange for earthly pleasure, I have run 
across an earthly problem. I beg you. 
Master, to give me your sage advice. As 
you know, I now have sex with 27 
beautiful women daily (Thank you, My 
Lord), but I've developed a couple of 
symptoms that are quite troubling. First 
of all my urine is red. Secondly, I have 
developed large pustulous sores on "Big 
Frank.'' But even worse, the sores serve 
as a feeding station for these tiny bugs 
that reside in my “pube forest.“ Help 
me! 

-Mack Daddy 

Dear Mack Daddy, 

Hey, you wanna play, you gotta 
pay, buddy. 

-Mephistopheles 

Dear Mr. Satan, 

A few weeks ago, some friends 
invited me over to have a few drinks, 
and they ended up getting me drunk and 


me. 

-Mephistopheles 

P S. Do not resist...join The HIVE! 

Dear Mephistopheles. 

I'm really lonely. I want to have sex 
with beautiful women. I don't really care 
much about my afterlife, so is there 
some kind of deal we can work out in 
exchange for my eternal soul or 
something? 

-N. Edav Loven 

Dear Mr. Loven, 

How do you feel about pustulous 
sores and tiny bugs? Get back to me and 
we can work something out. 

-M. 

Dear Mephistopheles, 

My life has been consumed by 
alcoholism and strife! It seems like I'm 
drunk almost all the time, but I can see 
no way of changing my lifestyle short of 
losing a leg. I have to write a huge paper 
by monday, but if I'm not hungover. I'm 


Dear Mephistopheles. 

I read a lot of ‘zines, in fact. I've 
been doing my own for well over a year 
now. There's this boy who's kind of a 
newcomer in the Austin 'zine scene, but I 
think I'm in love with him. Sometimes I 
go to the coffee shop where he works 
and watch him for hours, but I know I 
can never have him, so I wrfte 
obsessively hateful and petty things 
about him wherever I can in my own 
'zine. Oh, the angst! 

-Chuck 

Dear Chuck, 

It's okay to feel the way you do; 
many people have felt the angst of 
unrequitted love. Your approach is quite 
understandable, too, if you were in 
elementary school. Try sending flowers 
next time. 


-Mephistopheles 



















